VII.    MACUGNAGA.              Ifl

I do not remember finding in any artistic
biography the history of a happier epoch than it
was to us both. I am bold to speak for Harding
as for myself. Generally, the restlessness of
ambition, or the strain of effort, or anxiety about
money matters, taint or disturb the peace of a
painter's travels: but Harding did not wish, or
perhaps think it possible, to do better than, to
his own mind, he always did; while I had no
hope of becoming a second Turner, and no
thoughts of becoming a thirtieth Academician.
Harding was sure of regular sale for his sum-
mer's work, and under no difficulty in dividing
the hotel bills with me: we both enjoyed the
same scenes, though in different ways, which
gave us subjects of surprising but not antagon-
istic talk: the weather was perfect, the roads
smooth, and the inns luxurious.

I must not yet say more of Verona, than that,
though truly Rouen, Geneva, and Pisa have been
the centres of thought and teaching to me, Ver-
ona has given the colouring to all they taught.
She has virtually represented the fate and the
"beauty of Italy to me; and whatever concerning
Italy I have felt, or been able with any charm
or force to say, has been dealt with more deeply,
and said more earnestly, for her sake.

It was only for Harding's sake that I went on
to Venice, that year; and, for the first weekid and commonhere and tot ineffablet my work ; and always right! Whenever he
